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ON THE RUINS OF ATHENS. 


g AD deſolation marks the hallow'd place, 


Where Athens, queen of cities, tow'r'd ſublime: 
Her proſtrate walls confeſs the hand of Time, 
And hoſtile bands her proud remains deface. 
Vet ſtill the muſing Poet loves to trace 
Where Plato taught in Learning's golden prime, 
Mid fragments mark d with many a fading rhyme, 
And mould ring columns, nodding from their baſe. 
So London, now the warlike Briton's pride, 8 
The dread and envy of ſurrounding lands, 
Her glorious triumphs paſt, may proſtrate lie, 
A mournful heap, and near the loneſome tide 
Of far-fam'd Thames, the fierce Barbarian bands 


Paſs her proud ruins with regardleſs eye. 
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ON HAND-LL. 


| = whoſe ſtrains the captive ſoul command, 
Oft as by Sorrow's gloomy weight oppreſt 
| I mourn, or furious paſſions ſwell my breaſt, 
Or Want, pale fiend, benumbs with icy hand; 
* Rous'd by thy {ſolemn founds my thoughts expand, 
Andiovey wild emotion ſinks to reſt ; 
On balmy clouds I float amid the bleſt, 
And ſhare the raptures of the heav'nly band. 
Vain moraliſts! who deem the pleaſing pow'r | 
But a fond charm to ſmooth the dang 'rous way 
Of vice : from her, reclin'd in penſive bow'r, 
Oft has the Poet caught his nobleſt lay : 5 
Her magic bids in many a torpid hour 


The waking ſoul's ſublimer paſſions play. 


S O N- 


Ss GM: ET -- 


ON EVENING. 


* coal beauties, Ev'ning, who unmov'd can trace, 
When all is calm, and Gothing murmurs fill | ＋ 
The hollow vault of air, from bubbling rill, 
The mead's ſoft bleating, and the tuneful race? 

Shorn of the beams, that deck'd his flaming face, 
Slow ſinks the Sun behind yon miſty hill; 
The much-deſerving ſwain, whoſe labours till 
Earth's genial lap, returns with ling'ring pace. 

Far in the gloom of ſome romantic wood, 1 
Where ſounds no mortal ſtep, the Sage ſublime 
Rapt in high-anafing feeds on ſolemn themes : 

Immortal life, the firſt eternal good, 

Pure Friendſhips laws, th' unfathom'd depth of Time, 


By turns all mingle with his rapt'rous dreams. 
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ON THE RETURN OF WINTER. 


- 


8 ye vales and woods, where late I ſtray'd 
Careleſs, by Nature's bright profuſion led, 
And with the charming ſcene my fancy fed, 
As roſe the ſun in purple miſts array'd ; | 
Or fondly mark'd through ev'ning's placid ſhade 
The labour'd ox return with drooping head ; 
While, chear'd by village-bells, the ploughman ſped 
To his low cottage o'er the well-known glade. 
Short is all human bliſs ! the ſmiling plain, 
That breath'd delight and joy, now fading dies 
At Winter's ſullen blaſt. Yet why complain, 
Or view the chearleſs ſcene with downcaſt eyes? 


In Bliſs the wand'ring paſſions ſcorn the rein, 


But ſober Grief inſtructs us to be wiſe. 
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WEET Bird! I bluſh to hear thy chiding lays, 


That oft my dull ignoble ſloth accuſe, 


When Earth's green boſom, bath'd with wholſome dews, 


Smiles to the purple morning's milder rays. 
Far better taſk, to ſound my Maker's praiſe, 
Or *mid fair dales and flow'ry lawns to muſe 
Harmonious ſong, than, wrapt in Noth, to loſe 
The precious prime of Summer's golden days, 
Lead me, ſweet Bird, to meads of new-blown flow'rs ; 
To tangled woods, that breathe a rich perfume 
From violet blue or faintly-bluſhing roſe : 
I can requite thee ; when deſcending ſnows 
Strip the gay foreſts of their leafy bloom, 
Thou on my hearth ſhalt paſs the live-long hours. 
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ON A HorsE WHICH HAD BEEN ILL-USED. 


* Steed | in thee the faint remains I trace 


— 


Of noble courage, ſcarce in mis' ry fled ; 


Doom'd a mean tyrant's barb'rous laſh to dread, 


And drag the cruel load with tardy pace ! 

Alas! what boots it, that of high-bred race 
With curling mane you rear d the ſtately head, 
And oft with lightning's ſpeed triumphant led 

| To the warm glories of the e chace ? 

Of all thy faithful toils what fruit is thine ? 
Thy thankleſs maſter, who, when Riff ning years 
Child thy high blood, with ſordid av'rice gave 

To hard unpitying hearts thy frail decline, 
Expects a happier lot: thou, doom'd to tears, 


Haſt thou no hopes but in the gloomy grave ? 
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ON THE SHORTNESS OF LIFE. 


_ is the journey through this vale of woe ; 


And few the charms, which ſoothe the painful way ; 


For ſoon to cold and chearleſs death a prey 
Are thoſe fond looks, which made our boſoms glow : 


O'er Friendſhip's grave, alas! our tears muſt flow, 


And anxious Mem'ry oft recalls the day 
When thoſe yet charm'd, who now but ſenſeleſs clay, 
Deaf to our ſighs, nor joy nor ſorrow know. 

Ev this warm heart, which now ſo fondly bleeds, 
To-morrow's ſun perhaps ſhall never chear : 
Yet not unwelcome were that awful doom 

Could future ages bleſs my virtuous e 
And orphans thank with many a heart - felt tear 


This hand then mould'ring in the ſilent tomb. 
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WRITTEN DURING TEMPESTUOUS WEATHER IN JULY. 


N more the ſkies ſerenely blue appear, 5 
Which late with joy the peaceful peaſant view'd; 
Nor through his meads, where bloom'd the flow'ry food 
Due to the labours of his patient ſteer, 
He muſes grateful : but with drooping ear 
Low ſinks the corn, by furious ſtorms ſubdued ; 
And o'er pale earth eternal vapours brood, 
To blaſt the promiſe of the plenteons year. 
Such is the life of man: his chearful way 
Awhile the cloudleſs Sun of Hope illumes; 
Light, Joy, and Pleaſure, wing the feſtive day, 
Secure he roves mid bow'rs of ſweet perfumes : 


But ſoon his diſappointed eyes ſurvey 


The toilſome road o ercaſt with black ning glooms. 
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ON THE MELANCHOLY OF THE Swiss SOLDIERS ON HEARING 


A CERTAIN SONG, 


F, by the trumpet's voice and din of fight 
Torn from his native Alps, the ſoldier hears 
The fimple ſong, which charm'd his early years, 
His ſullen ſoul repining loathes the light. 
In double beauty to his longing fight. 

Ilis humble cot and barren field appears ;. 
His hollow cheeks are ever bath'd in tears, 
And ſocial joys no more his haart delight. 

Till, pining long with vain deſire, he falls 

To dark deſpondency a gloomy prey: 

Dear is our country's image to the mind! 
The ſhiv'ring native hears the chearleſs wind 
In Lapland's ſnowy plains ſerene and gay, 


And his bleak hut prefers to ſtately walls. 
85 O N— 


— — — —ꝛ— — 


1 1] 


Nr 


ON LEAVING SOME FRIENDS. 


A* me ! the hour of ſocial bliſs is paſt, 
And Friendſhip's voice no more my ſoul expands: 
From gen'rous mirth I go to gloomier lands, 
Where the dull ling'ring moments ſeem to laſt 
A tedious age : like ſome lone wand'rer caſt 

By ſullen ſtorms on wild and trackleſs ſands, 

Or cheerleſs pine, that ſolitary ſtands 

On the bare heath, where howls the wint'ry blaſt, 
On rapid wing Life's deareſt moments haſte, 

Our varied ſtate allows not joy to flow. 

In one continual ſtream : Heav'n dooms to taſte 
By turns the never-failing cup of woe; 

Or in the gulph of cold indiff rence plac'd, 


Nor bliſs nor pain our languid ſenſes know. 
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TO a FRIEND, EAGER ro GO ABROAD. 


AP why, my Friend, with impotent deſire 
Seek'ſt thou the mild Auſonia's ſunny plains, 
Or ſocial France, where gay Politeneſs reigns,. 
Or Tagus, on whoſe vine-clad banks aſpire 
Two regal cities; or th' enraptur'd quire, 
In climes long ſilent who reſound their ſtrains, 
Whence pour'd the nations, who the proud remains 
Of Roman pomp defac'd with ſword and fire? 
He not unpuniſh'd, who for foreign ſhores- 
Leaves his own hearth and fweet paternal fields :: 
In ſkies more blue, with endleſs ſummer bleſt 
Ev'n there his willing exile he deplores; 
While all the fond delights his country yields- 


Ruſh in new. beauty on his anxious breaſt. 
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WRITTEN AT PENSHURST. 


nn whoſe moſs-grown tow'rs in hoary ſtate 
Frown o'er the meads, where filent Medway flows; 
Where erſt the gallant * Sydney ſought repoſe 
And leſt for ſong the bloody fields of Fate, 
The bard admitting at his ſocial gate : 
And he +, who fir'd with Roman learning roſe 
To ſave his country from ideal woes, 
Free as his teachers, though miſtaken, great : 


How art thou chang'd ! beſide the murm'ring fall 


Of ſome lone rill, that ſeems in fairy ground, 

No gentle bard now hears the Muſe's call; 
With no proud hoſpitality reſound 

The rafter'd rocky of yon deſerted hall, 


With helms and formidable lances crown'd. 


Fir Philip Sydney. + Algernon Sydney. 
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S O N N E T Kin. 


A THOUSAND griefs oercaſt our fleeting day - 
On moſt Diſeaſe and chilling Want attend, 
Dim the few joys the Fates in pity ſend, 
And veil in clouds the Sun's all- gladd'ning ray. 
With hopeleſs paſſion now we pine away; 
Now o'er the bier of ſome departed friend 
With ſwelling heart diſconſolate we bend; 
Thoſe looks, that voice, which chear'd our anxious ways 
Fond Mem'ry paints in all her glowing hues, 
From her each hour of ſocial Joy receives ; 
A double charm : yet lulrd by Hope we reſt, | | 
Nor ſhed for ever pale Affliction's dews ; 
And e'en the fond regret, which Pleaſure leaves, 


Is not unpleaſing to the tender breaſt. - 
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SO NN E T XIV. 
IMITATED FROM LUCRETIUS. 


is ſweet to view in ſafety from the ſhore 
A veſſel rolling on the ſtormy main; 
| Pleas'd to eſcape ourſelves the dang rous roar, 


Not that we triumph in another's pain. 


"Tis ſweet, when loud conflicting cannons pour 
Their ghaſtly rage, to view the. gleamy plain, 
Where neighing fteeds toſs high the floating mane, 
And trample warriors gaſping in their gore. 

But ſweeter far the tranquil heights to gain 
Of Wiſdom, rais 'd above the madding crowd ; 
Thence to look down on all their tumults vain, 

And needleſs fears, as through the maze they ſtray 
Of Error, loſt in Superſtition's cloud, 

Where darkling ſtill they roam, and find no day. 
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() FRIEND ! when laughing ſkies and Zephyrs call, 
Forbear in towns the blooming hour to loſe ; 

Nor Nature's pure and ſimple charms refuſe, 

For coſtly banquets, or the midnicht ball. 
Vet here no ſtately tow'rs, no ſtoried hall, 


But twilight groves, where roaming bards may muſe, 
Fair ſunny hills, and fields of various hues, 
And ſtreams that down the ſloping valley fall, 


From Earth to-Heay'n the ſoaring ſpirit raiſe ; 
And the ſweet love-lorn Bird, that all night long 
In ſhadowy thickets pours the plaintive ſtrain, | 
Melts the warm ſoul to paſſion with her ſong : 
Yet poor theſe charms, and dim the ſmiling days, 


While far my Friend's enliv'ning looks remain, 


# Chiefly taken from the tenth of Petrarch. 
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ON DE ATYH. 


| 3 is the path of Life with various woes; 


And true it ſeems, that man would gladly reſt, 
Where no ſad fears and waſting cares moleſt, 
In the calm ſhades of undiſturb'd repoſe : 
Vet, when our weary pil grimage we cloſe, 


A warm regret diſturbs the aching breaſt, 


8. 


To leave thoſe fields in ſmiling verdure dreſt, 
That ſun, whoſe orb with golden luſtre glows. 
Sweet Friendſhip's charms, and Love's endearing ties, 


Hold back the ſoul, and draw a tender tear; 


1 And though warm Faith might chace the diſmal gloom, 
In Fancy lifted to her promis d ſkies, 


| | The mind, miſgiving oft, with anxious fear 


Þ Sees a dark dreary waſte beyond the tomb. 
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WRITTEN IN THE RUINS OF A MONASTERY; - 


LEST be the day, when ſuperſtitious Fear 


And holy Fraud receiv'd their fatal wound,, 
For cloyſter'd Guilt's 1 fall renown'd,. 
To Freedom, Reaſon, and Religion dear! 
Yet envy not the penſive Bard a tear, 
As with lone ſtep he treads the hallow'd ground, 
Where long the plaintive Arts a refuge found 
From feudal Diſcord, and the barb'rous ſpear. 
Here too the Sage, the boiſt'rous world reſign'd,. 
His ſober eve of life might paſs ſerene, 
And undiſturb'd his wand'rin g thoughts compoſe = 
And hopeleſs Love might here that ſlence find. 


So dear to grief-worn breaſts, and all unſeen 


Nouriſh the ſoft regret, and pour her woes. 
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AGAINST THE DETRACTORS OF TAS$S0. 


HET Taſſo! whom cerulean ſkies 


And genial ſuns, for ever clad in gold, . 


Where the glad ſeaman's wond'ring eyes behold 
O'er ſmiling waves delightful Naples riſe, . 
{Fair regions, twice ennobled with the prize 
of heav'nly arts |) to match the bards of old 
Inſpird in verſe exalted, rich, and bold; 
What boot the drowſy pedant's ſtupid cries ? 
In the ſame myrtle groves and fragrant bow'rs 


Immortal Maro ſ ung; would he diſdain 


To own a lofty rival's glowing lay ? 
On Jordan's banks, when ſhadowy ev'ning low'rs, 
Pleas'd would he hear the * lovelorn maid complain, 


Or through the bow'rs of bright Armida ſtray. 


5 | * Erminia, See Canto VII. 
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S G N N E T MME 


THE BEGGAR's COMPLAINT; 


"EH dur of Knowledge fir, I heedleſs fled. 


My native fields; a hoary parent's care 


Told me in vain what wrongs the needy bear, 
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And calling bleſſings on my youthful head. 


* 122 * * — 


Adjur'd my ſtay.. Alas! "raid plenty fed, 
I little fear'd Affliction and Deſpair, 
And fondly deem'd the wretched ſuppliant's prayer 


SL TYCLS 


£2. 


_ a 
* —  _— 


Was ever ſacred, Late a little bread. 
I aſk'd, and thought the coldeſt heart would bleed 

To hear the melting ſtory of my woe; 

But yon proud Miſcreant dard my boldneſs blame =: 
Methinks theſe honeſt tears might better plead ;; 

But 'tis the privilege of Want, to know: 


Reproach unmerited, and cruel ſhame. 
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ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


HEAR the voice of Merriment reſound 


In yon proud hall : there Joy and Plenty dwell : 
There not in vain the ſuppliant wretch may tell 
His piteous ſtory. Oh, if bliſs e 
Within theſe haunts, where glitt ring ſtores abound, 
And heav'nly ſtrains of ſoothing Muſic ſwell, " 
Pity the wretch, whom not a ſtraw - rooft cell 
Protects from cold ; but on the freezin g ground 
Reſt his old limbs, and of the whiicy blaſt 
Theſe ſilver hairs the cruel rigour bear: 
Alas, they hear not; for their dogs they feel, 
To them with laviſh care are dainties caſt ; 
But for their fellows, whom to ſad Deſpair 
Their riot dooms, they all have hearts of ſteel. 
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ON NIOGE r. 


N= Night's dim hours a ſolemn lence keep, 
Save that ſtrange ſounds the ſtartled ear , 
And waves, d en by the feeble gale, 
With plaintive murmurs daſh the rocky ſteep ; ; 
Or Watch-dog, farting from his broken ſleep, 
Bays the high moon, whoſe circle mild and pale, 
Wrapt in a fleecy FRY tranſparent veil, 
Pours a faint glimmer o er the deſert deep; 
The ſoul collected, all her tumults ceaſe ; 
Her only wiſh, the day's vain buſineſs o'er, 
To drown her cares in ſweet forgetful peace, 
He truly wretched, who, with troubleſt — . | 


Doom d the lone night has forrows to deplore, | 


Taſtes not the balmy gilt of ſoothing reſt. 
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K GN N E T XII. 
WRITTEN. AT THE END OF AUTUMN. 
MID the faded groves I love to hear 
The falling 1a when howling winds moleſt 
The dim horizon, clad in glootny. veſt, 


Whoſe. chearleſs mulic ſuits the mourner's ear. 
The ſilent groves, the heave us now dark and drear, 

With pleaſing f 1 welt che tender breaſt, 

Though with long looks of fond farewell it reſt 

On brighter ſrenes, which deck d the bloomin, g year. 
Though many an anxious care and lurking ſigtt- 

A dark” ning PEARL on joys yet preſent caſt, 

And all the finer guſt of bliſs deſtroy; 
With ſweet regret we _ on moments paſt, 

' Which oft to fond Reflection” 8 partial eye 

Wear the pure. ſunſhine of unmingled joy. 

S- O N- 


SO N N E T XXIII. 
ON THE DEATH OF MR, RUSSEL. 


ND cine Ruſſel, Taſte and Genius ſave 
From fates too cruel and an early tomb? 
Ah, no! with blind unpitying rage they doom 
The dull, the wiſe, th' ignoble, and the brave. 
All in thoſe realms the laſt fond duty crave, | 
Where no glad mornings break the chearleſs gloom, 
Where glows the boſom with no vernal bloom, 
In the lone darkneſs of the filent grave. 
Thy courſe is finiſh'd: all the worlds vain cares 
Are but a blank to thee, whoſe boſom knows 
Joy, Sorrow, Hope, Regret, or Fear, no more: 
Yet till the ſun. with equal ſplendor glows, - 
And ſtill mankind a fmile as chearful wears, 
As that thy gay good-humour wak'd before. 
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ITH: groves ſo verdant, and with ſuns ſo bright;, 
With flow'ry meadows pac'd by blooming maids, , 
With lonely rears and coal o'er-arching ſhades, . 
Where plaintive birds the poets' ear delight ;- 
With hanging rocks, on whoſe romantic height 
Crawls the dark ivy; and with ſunny glades, 
| Where ſcarce the vernal primroſe ever fades 3 
Why art thou yet unpleaſing to my ſight? 
In vain for him does beauteous Nature ſmile, 
With whom no friends of ſoul congenial ſhare 
The dear enjoyments « ah !. delightful ſcene, 
Could'ſt thou indeed my frequent cares beguile, | 
| Nor, thus recalling abſent charms, impair. 
= 3 Thy own, and make my moments leſs ſerene! 
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S ON N E T xxv. 


To THE BI RAD Ss. 


Doo as the vernal gales reviving bring 1 


The tender leaves and variegated flow'rs,. 

And Earth imbibes the warm prolific ſhow's, 

With lively notes the woods and vallies ring: 

Sing on, ſweet warblers: with impatient wing 
Your pleaſures fly, and ſoon the wint'ry hours 
Revolving ſtrip once more your leafy bow'rs; | 3 
Thoſe notes, perhaps, will chear no ſecond ſpring. 8 

Vet though your harmleſs days. ſo ſwiftly flow, l 
Their bliſs is unalloy' d: kind Heav'n denies: 
The painful Prelpect of impending woe: 

Tis man's great privilege with piercing eyes 

The threats of low'ring deſtiny to know, 

And taſte yet diſtant ſorrows, dearly wiſe. 
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SON N E T XxXVvI. 


ON THE MELANCHOLY OF T Assa. 


gong * terrors, worn with ſecret pain, 

From great Alphonſo, Taſſo bent his flight; 

For him was pale the ſun's all- gladd ning light; 
| Nor Rome's proud tow'rs, nor warm Calabrian plain, 
Nor where glad Naples overlooks the main, 3 
Nor Arno's fragrant vale, could charm his ſight : 
His day was gloomy, and the peaceful night | 
Saw him alike with downcaft head complain. 
Now Garcia Frenzy whiarl'd his ſenſes round, 
And now he bore the ideat's vacant ſtare : 
Sad fate! for who, to be like him renown'd, 
The pal of feelings ſo reſin d would bear? 
Who for long years endure the wakeful wound 
Of hopeleſs love, and Gow-confuming care? 
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SON NE T xxvn. 


A wis FOR THE RETURN OF SPRING. 


WHEN: will Spring her chearful ſway reſume, 


And chace the clouds, that dim this low'ring ſky,. 
when will ſhe bid her baltny Zephyrs fly, 

And lift her roſy ſmiles, and genial bloom ! | 
Her flow'ry garlands, breathing freſh-perfume,. 1 
May kindle pleaſure in my drooping eye; 
New vigour to my languid frame ſupply, 
And bid fair Health my fickly cheek. illume. 


oft as dark clouds o erhang our dreary way, 
Sweet Hope forbids the ſorrowing tear to flow 7 
In all our ills we own her pleaſing way; | 
And till, forgetful of its preſent woe, 
The mind repoſes on ſome happier day, 
When Earth ſhall ſmile, and brighter ſun-beams glow. 


8 ON. 


1 1 


| $ONNE T XXVIN, 


ON VISITING A FAVOURITE PLACE. 


+ FEEL a W of joy my heart inſpire, 
To view theſe hills and vales, my youth's abode, 
Where firſt my breaſt with warm ideas glow'd, 
Where firſt I woke my unambitious ine, 

Zach thought ſerene, and ſpotleſs each deſire: 
My ſpirits, free from Care's 33 load, 
On Nature's ſweets a brighter bloom beſtow d, 

Nor ſick ning ſhunn'd the morn's returning fire. 
Though green thy woods, and fruitful all thy plains, 
Not theſe alone could charm my dive breaſt : 

H, for this l. love to wander o'er | 
Thuy fair retreats, that here n remains 
The mem' ry of thoſe hours, which ſaw me bleſt, 
That thoſe I love have pac'd thy pleaſing ſhore. 


SO N- 


(28 Þ 


S O NN ETB T XXX, 


To A TOU NG LADY. 


O THINK, while Beauty's bloom adorns thy face, 
And thoſe blue eyes ſtill dart contagious fire, 


While that fair boſom pants with ſoft deſire, 
And moves thy gliding form with eaſy grace; 
The time muſt come, when thou, with falt ring pace 
And faded cheek, no more ſhalt bliſs inſpire, 
When that ſweet voice, that now delights, ſhall tire, 
And envious age ſhall ev'ry charm deface. 
Yet, Anna, not to cloud thy ſparkling eyes 
With ill. tim'd ſeriouſneſs, to ſober Truth 
Thy ſoul yet freſh in life's gay morn I bend: 
I would but teach thee mental charms to prize; 
That, paſt the ſmiling hours of Joy and Youth, 


When Lovers vaniſh, thou may'ſt own a Friend. 
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ON NE T : XXX. 


J, with whom my boſom ſhar'd of yore 
The ſweets of Friendſhip, when in Oxford's . 
Learning and Mirth employ'd our fleeting hours, 
Or pleaſing dreams on Cherwell's rural ſhore : 
Where our glad eyes ſurvey d the blooming ſtore 
Of genial Summer, crown'd with fragrant flow'rs, 
Oft as with ſoul ſerene thoſe learned tow'rs 
We left, intent on more enchanting lore ; 
When ſhall we range once more 0ur lor d reweats E 
Whence now divided far, in other climes 
At Duty's earneſt call. we leave reſign'd 
Thoſe harmleſs pleaſures, ſtill on diſtant ſeats. 
Looking with fond regret, and former times 


Recalling anxious to the muſing mind. 
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s O N N E T XXXL 
ON SEEING A LADY DANCE, 


SAW Myrtilla in the graceful dance 


[ 


That, gazing on that form beyond compare, 


Move with ſuch heav'nly eaſe, ſo ſweet an air, 


I ſtood awhile immers d in ſilent trance: 
But when her ſparkling eyes, O cruel chance! 
Beam ' d full on mine, their light I ſcarce could bear; 
She mov d along, unconſcious of my care, 
Nor knew the miſchief of chat pow'rful glance. 
Farewell my peace! from that dear fatal night 
I fly from evry joy, that charm'd before: 
Thoſe beauties, vaniſh'd from my longing ſight, 
In hopeleſs ſolitude 1 ſtill deplore; 
And groves and fields, ſo late my ſoul's delight; 


For theſe ſad eyes, alas! will bloom no more. 
E 2 8 ON. 
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ON THE RETURN OF SPRING. ' 


| Heav'n's blue vault with genial rays 
Sweet Spring returns: once more I love to meet 


The ſwain on ſome tall mountain's airy ſeat, 


When Morning firſt her crimſon bluſh diſplays : 
Once more, ye Groves, in whoſe romantic ways 
So oft I roam'd, I come with hallow'd feet, | 


To pour my numbers in your wild retreat, 4) 


. 
— 


Reſponſive to the Blackbird's echoing lays. 
Yet ſome there are, who, bent on Naviſh gain, 
Can look on this fair 8 with careleſs eyes, 
And ſee unmovꝰ d new flow rets paint the plain: n 
For me in vain no vernal ſun. ſhall riſe; 


My heart ſtill beats to hear the warbling train, 


The verdant fields to, view, and azure ſkies.. 
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S. OO N N EE T XXXIII. 


To SoUTHAMGPTON. 


'" ag youth, that, on thy ſhores reclin'd, 
Full oft has felt thy mild and bend airs 
Revive his drooping frame, with ardent pray'rs 
To thee of late a precious friend conſign'd, 
Of open manners, and of ſenſe refin'd : 
O ſteal his boſons from intruding cares, 
And ſoothe the fell diſeaſe, that long impairs 


His languid pow'rs, and damps his genial mind; 


Grac'd as he is with all the Muſe's lore, 
His favour'd head from threatning harm defend; 
And let the Maids, that pace thy lovely ſhore, 
His hours to fremen, on his ſteps attend :. 
Elſe ſball thy beauties charm my eyes no more, 
Hard and relentleſs to. 6 ſweet a Friend 
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WHETHER the lovely Zara 1 | in the torab 
By furious Jealouſy untimely Jaid, 
| Now charm thy ſoul ; or + Iſabella's ſhade 
Sped j in ſoft numbers cr the mage: bloom 
of ſweet } Armida' s bow⸗ rs, that breathe Perfume ; 5 
Or, 8 ſtol'n by Ferrad, the cloyſter' maid, 
Whoſe wrongs Montalban' 5 pleaſant knight repaid 
By no unjuſt, yet ah! too cruel doom: 
Or whether on a cliff 8 dark ſide reclin'd, 
And liſb ning to the water's ſullen roar, | 
Sad Abbadona || melt thy ſerious mind; 
Or Troy' s brave Guardian, breathleſs on me ſhore, 
Or napleſs Dido ; ; theſe awhile ref gr-d, 
O charm us, , with thy own ſweet lore. 
* Zayre, that charming, that excellent tragedy of Voltaire. 


1 Arioſlo, Canto XXIX. >. 27. + Taſſo, Canto XVI. 
Q Ricciardetto, Canto XX. } Meflias, Geſang 9. 
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To THE RIVER ITCHIN, NEAR WINCHESTER. 
18 as erſt, while ſober Ev'ning ors 
I walk romantic Oer thy flow'ry ſide 
And penſive now I mark thy filver tide, 
And now mid ſtately elms the moſs-grown tow'rs * 
Where kings repoſe, and Wykehain's learned bow'rs ; 
Or that calm manſion +, where remote from pride 
And Life's ſore ſtorms, ætherial Hope his guide,, 
Old-age reclin'd awaits his parting hours, 
And now my ears delighted catch the ſound 
Of thoſe ſweet bells, that ofer the bleating vale 
Melodious ring from Twyford's rural bound; 
Nor yet, lov'd hill t, thy wonted pleaſures fail: 
But I leſs charm'd explore this happy ground,. 
In riper years, when other cares prevail, 


The Cathedral. + St. Croſs. 1 Catherine-Hill. 
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S ON N E T xXXxXVI. 


A EU, fair haunt, where Spring with genial ſhow's 
Firſt wakes the primroſe, and in tranquil air | 
The murm'ring bees her mild return declare, 
And frequent bloſſoms cloathe the hawthorn bow'r : 
Fond ſweets! to me imperfect is their pow'r, 
Whoſe ſoul too feeling, worn with anxious care, 
Sighs for a friend thy pleaſing joys to ſhare, . 
That chear in vain the ſolitary hour. 3 
Yet take one tender tear: thy groves and plains, | 
Thy dells with violets crown'd, thy lowing meads 
Full deep are imag'd in this grateful heart ; 
So oft their charms have ſooth'd my ſecret pains ; 
Whence now with true regret my boſom bleeds 


From them as lov'd companions to depart. 
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To a CHURCHYARD, 


\ 0? ſpot ! which melancholy yews o'erſhade, 
Where oft the Matron weep her blooming race 
Faded too ſoon ; and where with Ung' ring pace 
Moves the pale Friend, in ſable weeds array d: 
Fill'd with remembrance of a peerleſs maid, 
I come to ſcatter roſes o'er the place, 
And muſe on thoſe ſweet looks, that charmin g grace, 
In this dim ſphere too perfect not to fade. 
Still muſt thy ſoil with other tears be fed: 
On me, my day of clouds and ſunſhine o er, 
Shall ſume warm friend à tender drop beſtow 3 
On the cold turf muſt reſt my weary head, 
Where Heav ' n's pure light ſhall glad this heart no more, 
Alike inſenſible to joy or woe. 
F S ON.- 
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THE Rivenk CUERWELL 


"Saws 0 if ever on thy willowy ſhore 
Ling'ring I gaz'd with more than vulgar eyes, | 
And ſooth'd my forrows with the joys,, that riſe 
From various Nature's ever-ſmiling ſtore : 
If e'er by thee I mus d on e lore, 
Or what proud. Thames or winding Seine ſupplies, 


Or Arno bleſt with pure cerulean ſkies, 


Or Guadalquivir ſtain'd with Mooriſh gore; 


4 N 
Now, as returning from a round of cares 


Once more I come to join thy penſive train, 


Revive my ſoul with ſoft and balmy airs, 

As firſt in life's fair ſpring, ſecure from pain. 
Ah me! if here my bleeding boſom bears 

Its wonted. load, and ſeeks ſweet peace in vain. 
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we ſhall I view thee, Rome! My boſom glows 


To pace the fields, where erſt the chearful ſage, . 
Sweet Horace, ſung ; or, ſmit with manly rage, 
Great Tully thunder'd at his country's foes; 
Or Cæſar ſunk beneath th' indignant blows 
Of falling Freedom. O degen'rate age! 
Where Earth's proud rulers plann'd the mighty page, 
The ſons of holy Indolence repoſe. | 
Alas! how chan gd from her, who ſtretch'd her ſway 
| From frozen Thule to where Ganges rolls 
is ſacred tide, the realms of rifing day: 
Now Superſtition's iron chain controuls 
The daring mind, and gives to Vice a prey 
And narrow Prieſtcraft thoſe unconquer'd ſouls. 
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FH” oft, ſweet Rill, thy warbling notes reſtore 
” Peace and contentment to my ruffled mind ! 
With fruitleſs paſſion though my boſom pin'd, 
Calm could I fit on thy ſequeſter'd ſhore, 
Still gently murm'ring roll thy cryſtal ſtore; 
And ſtill the world's poor follies left behind, 
WR: Contemplation's purer joys reſign'd, 
Let me by thee my ſoaring ſoul explore. 
In theſe cool haunts, where ſing the feather'd quires, 
And verdant arches tin ge the ſober ght: 
While the tir d fun, array'd in milder fires, 
Moves to the weſtern hills his downward flight, 
Ev'n now — and muſe on fond deſires, 
| And pleaſing images of paſt delight. 
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S ON N E T XII. 


ON SEVERAL NATIONS STRUGGLING FOR LIBERTY 
AT THE SAME TIME. 


* Ho ſacred Spirit! which inſpir'dſt of yore 
On Dalecarlia's rugged hills the ſoul 

Of mighty Vaſa, when in baſe controul 

The free- born Swede was ſunk, and Denmark's ſhore 
Sent her dark mn forth to ſhed his gore; 

Again arife | and, from the frozen pole 

Advancing, fix not there fair Freedom's goal ; 

Thee France, Brabant, Geneva, now implore. 
O burſt their chains: and let mankind behold 

To Europe's fartheſt bounds thy banners ſpread : 
| That kings may know, that, ſpite of pow'r or gold, 
They govern but to bleſs ; and nations, led 
By Britain's high example, uncontroul'd 
May dare to live, and ſcorn all ſlaviſh dread. 
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ON Tour n. 


AIR as the —_— ſhines our vernal Age, 


F.,z 


Yet not unclouded i is the ſmiling 1 ſrene; 
And few on beds af flow rs repoſe ſerene, 
Safe from each paſſion" J wild tumultuous rage : 
Alas! what art their fury can * f 
| In feeling ſouls ? and Danger, Care, Chagrin, 
Oft wait us, ev'n when life i is freſh and green, 
Unknown, unfriended, on the world's wide ſtage, 
For ſome in vain yon golden ſun diſplays 
His joyful luſtre, while with downcaſt head 
They mourn in Melancholy' s chearleſs * ras 
And, like the WY in early bloſſom ſhed, 
Some leave repining their ſweet blooming days, 
And, pleaſing life ſcarce taſted, join the dead. 
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A Wisg FOR THE RETURN OF SUMMER, 


WHEN wintry glooms the naked world ſurround, 
And fruitful Suramer ſhines in all her pride, 
How diff” rent Earth ! 'tis now a deſert wide, 
And now a Paradiſe with beauty crown'd : 
Sweet Seaſon ! haſte to. pour thy bloom around ; 
And come, ye hours, when, ſtretch'd along the fide 
Of ſome clear ſtream, which bending willows.hide,, 
I mark each rural ſight, each rural ſound ; 
When, as high-thron'd the blazing ſun appears, 
I muſe my being in the ſolemn ſhade ; 
And penſive form at eve ſome tender ſtrain. 
In mead or open lawn: and thank with tears | 
Of Joy and Gratitude. the Pow'r that made 


This beauteous earth, the ſkies, and azure main.. 
SON. 
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V walls, for gil rr and. kighthood f, 9 


Which oft with ſounds of ſocial pleaſure rung; 
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Ye groves and lawns, where Waller's tuneful tongue 


EIII If 


To antes and murm king ſtreams his love proclaim' d, 
And each wild =o Sachariſſa nam d; 
Your white caſcades, with foamy tumult flung 
Down the ſteep ſlope, arid glades ſo ſweetly ſung; 
No poet now explores with feet unblam'd. : 
Yet ſuffer me to breathe your vernal gales, - | N , 4 
A poet, no but of that gentle train, odr 
Who love to mark in woods aid patleſs vales oe 
Each rural ſweet; and, wand'ring o'er the plain, 1 ' 
Deeds of old proweſs and romantic tales ur 
To muſe, and hear the nightingale complain. 
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iy G ! ſince firſt I ſought thy rural ſhade, 

What fond regrets diſturb my anxious mind ! 
For many a much-lov'd joy I left behind, , - 
For many a ſhady wood, or ſmiling glade, 


Where with ſome open-hearted Friend I ftray'd ; 
Or Fair of modeſt mien, and ſoul refin'd, | ] 
Of charms, unvalu'd by the vulgar kind, [ 
Sweet mental charms, that flouriſh undecay'd. | 4 
But though, perhaps, full oft a ſilent ww, 
As ſlow I pac'd o'er dale or verdant mead, 
Theſe eyes have ſhed ; I yet have witneſs'd here 
Some Joy, and on thy mem ry long ſhall feed: 
Hadſt thou a friend my ling ring hours to chear, 
Thy vallies, hills, and groves, were ſweet indeed. 
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N N theſe ſmiling ſkies (O heavy pain 1) 

Urg'd by hard fate, my flocks we're doonyd to ge 
To other climes, where gales leſs balmy blow, 
Nor ſuns ſo genial chear the toiling fwain. 


my ſoul's joy, and you your fruitful plain, 


For ever leave, with forrowing ſteps and flow * 
But thou, ill-ſaited to my gloomy woe,. 
In theſe my native vow rs, low d pipe, remain. 
Mov'd by thy ſight,, my cruel Fair may yiele 
Her frozen breaſt to-pity, many a ſong! 70 114 
Rememb'ring ud, which pleas'd in former years. 
Thus with his flocks fromm his paternal fiel 
The hopeleſs Shepherd penſive mov'd along, 
| Their footſteps bathing with his copious tears, 
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FROM PETRARCH, 260, 


E hollow, vales! which echoed to my lay, 
Ye ſtreams, by whom I lov'd to weep and ſigh, 
Le walks, protected from the noon-day ſky, 
Where oft alone I took my penſive way | 
Pure cloudleſs air, where cooling Zephyrs play, 
And birds, that o'er the pathleſs æther fly, 
Sweet hill, that rear'ſt thy flow'ry head on high, 
Where ſmit with tender paſſion yet I ſtray ; 
In you the ſame unvaried bloom I find, 
But not in me, alas! who ever moan, 
And change for notes of grief my joyful ſtrains ; 
Here once I ſaw my Love : but now conſign d 
| To the cold grave ſhe ſleeps; and I alone 
Thus come to bathe with tears her ſad remains. 


— 
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S O0 NN E T XEvin. 
From PETRA AOR, 269. 
* genial gales return, and with them bring f 
The leaves and flow'rs, their ſweetly-ſmiling train; 
Once more they lead the blue and tranquil ſpring, 
And wake the Nightingale's melodious ſtrain: 
In ev'ry grove the joyous warblers ſing, _ 
The Sun beholds ſerene the fruitful plain, 
And all that creep or ſoar on painted wing, 
Inſpir'd by Love, confeſs his pleafing reign. 

But not for me the genial gales return, Mqns)-1s D 
or blooming earth in vernal flow'rs is dreſt, 
While for that beauteous form I —_ burn ＋ 

Too early wafted to the realms of reſt . ! 1910! 131/75 
Save the ſad charm of weeping o'er her urn, } 4 
All joy is dead to this unhappy breaſt. 
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FROM PETRAR GH, 279. 


I FEEL. once more thy Zephyrs waft perfume/, 
Sweet-ſmiling bill 1 where rov'd the beauteous fair, | 
My faul's firſt pleaſure once, and now my care, 
Stretch'd/ as ſhe is in Night's eternal gloom. 

O my fond fooliſh hopes 1 the flow'ry bloom 
Is faded now, o'erhung the chearful air, 

The vales, where erſt ſhe ſung, are 3 and bare, 
My pleaſing dwelling, and my deſtin d tomb. 

I hop'd at length in her delicious arms 
From all my ills to find a calm repoſe, 

And loſe the -mem'ry of my piteous harms :. 

A cruel lord I ſerv'd ; ſince nought but woes: 

He gave, while yet I faw her heav'nly charms ;: 
Now o'er her mould ring duſt my ſorrow flows. 
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To THE RISE OF THE MEDWAY. 


1 rural fource of Medway's filent ſtream | = 1 
| How oft by Eve's grey light I rove along 
Thy winding banks, and hear the mingled ſong 
Of warblers, grateful to the poet's dream ! 

Let others chooſe a more ambitious theme, 
Proud waves, that hear the quick impatient throng 
of noiſy trade, and pompous ſpires prolong, 
That dance beneath the ſun's reflected beam. 

Fit ſubject thou for one, whoſe fling ſoul, 
Far too refin'd for loud tumultuous Joys, 
Thoſe empty pleaſures of the vulgar AY 

But aſks for days, that calm and filent roll Jos. 
Like thee, while no rude guſt of grief annoys | 
His ſimple courſe, a low but happy ate ' 
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HP oft, Columba,. to my Wing ſoul 
Thy Hauple chdd ind baren Bind ariſe, LG 
| Though thy hard ſoil exclude thoſe milder ſkies 

Nor ſil ver ſtreams along thy vallies roll ! 
Thoſe hills, whoſe ſavage frowns with awe controul, 

And call dire ſhapes before the pilgrim's eyes, 

For me how full of charms | my boſom ſighs 

To climb once more, of all my cares the goal. 
Hail naked rocks! with huge and ſhapeleſs ſtones 

O'erſpread, of Druid pomp the wild remains; 

Its native ſoil the warm empaſſion'd breaſt 
Still full of painful pleaſing longing owns, : 5 
Ev'n bleeds to view its pale and leafleſs plains, 
Seats of pure infant Joy, and blameleſs Reſt... 
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To A FRIEND, ON THE RETURN OF WINTER, 


N 


OW Nature reſts from her luxuriant birth, 
| 


Again with ſnow the dreary hills are crown'd, 


Mute are the groves, and Winter throws around 
His chearleſs veil, and binds the barren earth : 
We, who ſo late with ſcenes of rural mirth 
Enraptur'd trod the flow'r-beſprinkled ground, 
And heard with carrols ev'ry vale reſound, 
How ſhall we ſeek again the lazy hearth ? 
Yet Winter has its charms : the ſolemn hours 
To Contemplation's ſilent joys invite, 
Oer ſoaring poet, or inſtructive ſage : 
Moft happy he, whoſe ſoul exalted tow'rs 
Above low joys, and taſtes the pure delight, 
That amply flows from Wiſdom's ſacred page. 
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_ of my childhood! yon low roofs impart 


The memꝰ' ry of tl thoſe days, when pure from ſt 


I wander d careleſs oer your ſylvan reign, 
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A ſtranger yet to wild Ambition s ſmart; 
To Love's incurable | deep: piercing dart, | | 

Or Knowledge, man's chief ornament and bane, 

That gives to feel with keener ſenſe of pain 

The various pangs, that wound the human heart. 
But moſt your ſcenes to warm remembrance raiſe 

A mother's tender looks, ere age decay'd 

Her withvring form, to ſhades of death conſign d, 
In the firſt bloſſom of my vernal days, 

The, debt of 1 Piety unpaid, 
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That _ employment to the virtuous mind, 
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SON N E T LIV. 


H” when laſt Lleft thy rural bound, 

My boſom felt a cold and Gray welthe, 
Some awful blow, prepar'd by angry Fate, | 
Alarm'd my boding ſoul, and on the ground 3 

Fix'd were my eyes, which dim with tears I found : 
From thee, my Mother, parting ſad ad late, 
* thy grief was, more than uſual, great, 

| | | | Thy voice ne'er iſſu d a more plaintive ſound. 

A mournful meaning in thy looks I read; ; 

Much hadſtthou ſpoken; but thy bleedin g heart 
Found not relief. I went with downcaſt eyes, 

And now and then look'd back, averſe to part - ; 

Ah! *twas the laſt fond look; thy earthy bed 


Contains thee now, thy ſpirit haunfs the Nies. 
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TE COMPLAINT OF AN UNFORTUNATE WOMAN. 


| 1 tedious winters helpleſs and forlorn, 

Stretch'd at forme friendleſs door, this tender frame, 
Not form d to ſufſer ſad diſtreſs and blame, 
Diſeaſe, and cold, and penury has borne : 

From my lov'd home by charms too pow'rful torn, 
I fell the vidiem of a guiltleſs flame; 
Alas ! my artleſs ſoul foreſaw not ſhame 
In thoſe fair mon whoſe perfidy I mourn, 125 N 55 

He barb'rous left me, like a wither'd flow'r 
Spoil'd of its fragrance ; with repenting Gghs 
Long a dern father's ſteely heart I tried; 

In vain ! Now hunger brings my fatal hour ; 
To my dear Lord my ſoul rejoicing flies, 
To find that mercy, which the world denied, 
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Tur Gothic ſpires, that ſtand in rev rend row, 
Whers once the ſweets of ſocial bliſs I knew, 
Oxford, as now my weary ſteps purſue, 

From Bayley's grove to theſe fair meads below 

Deſcendin "IN why do tears unbidden flow ? WE 
Is it that paſt delights, recall'd to view, 

Can ſpread the cheek with Sorrow's penſive hue ; 


Or that my ſoul ev'n here has taſted woe, 


7 BY 'Evn here, where Learning, Mirth, and Friendſhip, reign ? 


Vet the bright viſions, which thy bow'rs diſplay 
To me warm og s eye, have not in vain 
Gladdervd my heart : in all our mortal day 
We drink the mingfed cup of bliſs and pain; 
Enough if each diverkify our Way. | 


S O N- 


{ : 6x J 
S 6 = NB T.-L 
WRITTEN IN NETLEY ABBEY, NEAR SOUTHAMPTON.. 


Wy Netley, riſing from the hollow dell, 


Lifts his grey tow'rs, I muſe on days of yore, 


And think what tears have bath'd this aged floor, 
How oft the Virgin in her ſtony cell 
To the Bow moaning of the midnight bell 
Reſponſive ſigh d, recalling thoſe ſweet days, 
When free ſhe led the dance's ſprightly maze, 
With many a youthful friend ſhe lov'd full well, 
On her dear native banks : thoſe banks ſo fair 
Ruſh'd on her mind, and thoſe ſtrong charms, that ſtole 
To Love's enchanting joys her ſpotleſs ſoul ; 
She ey'd the paſſing ſail with anxious care, 
And wiſh'd, rememb'ring all his winning charms, 
That ſail would bear her to her Lover's as. 
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| w_ thy vain triumph, thou prepar'd to ſteer 
From Albion's bloomin g meadows far away, 
For doubly doleful at the cloſe of day 
Shall the deep-moaning Curfew ſtrike thy e ear, 1 
Loength'ning its ſullen murmurs in the wind; 
And while her gleaming cliffs retire from view, 
Your ling'ring eyes ſhall look a ſad adieu, 
And each forſaken friend ſhall haunt your wind. 
Each joy you witneſs'd in her peaceful vales, | 
Where Freedom gladdens ev'ry conſcious ſwain ; 
And though you tread Auſonid's genial plain, 
Where myrtles breathe their ſpirit in the gales, 
Yet ſhall fond Mem'ry, 'mid the ſplendid ſcene, 


To theſe freſh paſtures turn, and thickets green. 
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5 ſwains, that, bending o'er the ſmooth - worn — 1 
Through the moiſt glebe, that glitters to the ſun, 
Wind your ſlow way and where freſh rivers run 
With penſive murmur, free from noiſe and care 
To fragrant paſtures lead your peaceful kine, 
| Sweet-breathing, while no trumpet's echoing rage 
| Shakes your calm reſt; till hoary-headed Age 
Steal you from life with unperceiv'd decline, 
And lay you ſlumb' ring on the turf 's green bed: 
O how I envy your delightful day! 
For 1 does Knowledge, ill does Wealth repay 
The ſleep, that hovers o'er the poor man's head, 
Which ſoothes him, when his evning labours ceaſe, 
And at cool day-ſpring leaves him full of Peace. 
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** I behold the much-lov'd fields again, 
And, full of chearfulneſs, at breezy fn. 
The varied proſpect view of hill and lawn, 
And glitt' ring ſpires, that crown the beech-clad plain: 
Such tender tears, as muſing Poets ſhed, 
Steal down my cheek, the tears of Joy and Peace; 
And Heav'n I thank, who bids my ſorrow ceaſe, 
And raiſes from the couch my languid head, 
Where I invok'd from ling ring Death relief ; 
But God is merciful.; be thou my guide, 
Dread Pow'r ; and teach me calmly to abide 
N Thy wiſe diſpoſal, whether Joy or Grief; 
Thankful for all the good thy will beſtows, 


i And, though too feeling, patient under woes. 


